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THE CAPE, YORK EXPEDITION OF 
1883 
[By J. R. BRADFORD.] 
(Read before the Society on 27 June 1937.) 
[Editor's Note: The following narrative of an 
exploring expedition in the Cape York Peninsula in 
1883, led by J. R. Bradford, who was then in the service 
of the Post and Telegraph Department, has not been 
previously published in the Society's Journal of Pro-
ceedings. Mr. Bradford died in Brisbane in September 
1936 at the age of 88. It was under his supervision 
that the line from Cooktown to Palmerville was erected 
in 1875. But his great work was the surveying of the 
track from Fairview to Cape York in 1883.] 
Before commencing the narrative of the expedition 
which is the subject of this paper, it may be as weU to 
make a brief reference to some of the earlier explora-
tions of the Cape York Peninsula. I am indebted for the 
following particulars to the courtesy of Dr. R. Logan 
Jack, of Sydney, who was formerly Government Geolo-
gist in this State, and who has written a book on the 
exploration of the Cape York Peninsula. ^^^ 
Early Exploration 
In 1848 Mr. E. B. Kennedy, and party, thirteen in 
all, left Rockingham Bay on 5 June for the northward. 
Kennedy was killed by the blacks, about 5 Decem-
ber, some few miles to the south of Somerset. His 
blackboy, Jacky Jacky, who was with him at the time, 
was rescued, as well as two of his comrades, Messrs. 
Carron and Goddard. 
In 1864, Messrs. Frank and Alex Jardine, and 
party, ten in all, with a mob of cattle and horses, left 
Carpentaria Downs Station on 3 September, and 
reached Somerset 2 March 1865. From what I heard 
from Mr, Jardine, when I was at Somerset in 1888, 
they had a strenuous time. 
Mr. Wm. Hann, and party, started from Fossil-
brook, on the Lynd River, on 26 June 1872. He camped 
(1) Northmost Australia, published in Melbourne, 1932. 
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on, and named the Palmer River where gold was dis-
covered. The party afterwards pushed on to the north-
ward. His most northern camp was near the mouth of 
the Stewart River. From there he returned to the 
southward on 6 September 1872. 
J. V. MULLIGAN 
Mr. James V. Mulligan, and seven otliers, left the 
Etheridge goldfield on 5 June 1873, and reached the 
Palmer River, where Palmerville was afterwards 
situated, on 29 June. Having found payable gold in the 
river, and its tributaries, they returned to Georgetown 
on 3 September, and afterwards led a number of gold-
diggers to the Palmer in September 1873. Cooktown 
was founded, as the nearest port to the Palmer gold-
field, towards the end of October, 1873, 
Prospectors making northward from the Palmer 
goldfield discovered gold on a river they named the 
Coen, in 1877, or 1878, and a brief rush followed. 
Mr. Robert Logan Jack, then Queensland Govern-
ment Geologist, led an expedition from Cooktown north-
ward in 1879, and from Cooktown to Somerset in 1880. 
The explorers I have named went out into country 
which was unknown. With me the circumstances were 
1016 
different. I had Mr. Jack's reports, issued in 1881, on 
his expedition to Somerset, the previous year, to assist 
me from where my survey commenced, to as far north 
as the Peach River, a distance of about 190 miles. 
Thence to the McHenry River, the country over which 
ROBERT LOGAN JACK 
I travelled was, as far as I am aware, unknown. I was 
unable to obtain the journal of the journey of the 
Jardine brothers or I would have had that also. 
I had been in the service of the Telegraph Depart-
ment from 1 January 1866. I spent some years in the 
offices at Brisbane, Rockhampton, and elsewhere. In the 
year 1873, I obtained a transfer to the construction 
branch of the service, as I preferred an outdoor life, and 
was for about three years employed in surveying, and 
supervising the construction of telegraph lines, in dif-
ferent parts of Queensland. I was thus engaged on the 
line from Cooktown to Palmerville and Maytown from 
October 1874 to July 1876. 
Early in 1883, the Post and Telegraph Department 
decided to send a party from Cooktown to Cape York, 
to examine the country through which it was proposed 
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to construct a telegraph line to connect Thursday Island 
with the telegraph system of the mainland. 
The late Mr, A, F, Matveieff, who was at that time 
Superintendent of Telegraphs, recommended that I 
should be in charge of the expedition, I was instructed 
to make the necessary preparations, and proceed as 
early as possible to Cooktown, to assemble a suitable 
party, and purchase horses and rations and other neces-
saries for the expedition. 
It had been decided that the party should comprise 
myself, as leader, Mr. William Healy, who was a per-
sonal friend of mine, as second in command, three men 
and a blackboy. Equipment was provided for that num-
ber, and in May 1883 I left Brisbane for Cooktown. 
At Townsville, where the steamer remained for 
two days, I had an interview with Mr, Robert Logan 
Jack, who had made a journey from Cooktown to 
Somerset some three years previously. He loaned me a 
map, which he had made, showing his route, and many 
features of the country. Of this I made a copy when at 
Cooktown, and returned the original to him. On this 
map, I plotted the course I travelled daily after leaving 
the Cooktown and Palmerville Road, thus embodying 
Mr, Jack's map in that of my own journey, I had also 
obtained, before I left Brisbane, a copy of his report on 
his expeditions of 1879 and 1880, which I found very 
useful. 
Inspector Fitzgerald, who was then in charge of 
the Police in the Cook district, advised me to increase 
my party by at least two men. This alteration caused 
some delay, as additional equipment, provisions and 
horses had to be procured for the larger number. 
Meanwhile, Mr. Healy had arrived, and a blackboy 
had come on from Bowen. 
By arrangement with Mr, Beardmore, a merchant 
at Cooktown, the horses, as I purchased them, were 
sent to Rosebank, a selection owned by him about eight 
miles from town, on the northern bank of the Endeav-
our River. 
The Expedition Sets Out 
On Saturday, 9 June 1883, the expedition set out 
from Rosebank. 
The party comprised myself, leader, Wm. Healy 
second; James Cook, who amongst other occupations, 
had been a saddler, and was able to shoe horses; 
William Macnamara, John Wilson, bushmen; Jimmy, a 
Chinaman, as cook, and Johnnie, a blackboy, seven in 
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all. We were well armed, but never had any serious 
trouble with the aborigines. There were 36 horses in 
all. Seven were used for riding, 13 were packhorses, 
carrying provisions, the kits of the party, camp equip-
ment, tents, e tc , spare horseshoes, tools for shoeing, an 
axe and a short-handled shovel. 
We travelled as light as possible in the matter of 
personal belongings. We had 16 spare horses, which 
eventually proved to be none too many. 
We travelled along the Cooktown and Palmerville 
dray track, to the Laura Telegraph Office, about 64 
miles from Cooktown, arriving there on the fourth day. 
The blackboy was not much use. The first time I 
sent him to look for our horses, I had to send some of 
the other men to look for him. 
After spending three days at the Laura Telegraph 
Office we proceeded 15 miles further along the road 
towards Palmerville to a locality then known as the 
Blacksoil, but since renamed Fairview, 81 miles from 
Cooktown by the telegraph line, where I proposed to 
leave the Palmerville road, and head about north 55 
degrees west. 
My objectives were to keep as near the watershed 
of the Peninsula as possible while avoiding rough 
country, in the hope of finding fairly good crossings to 
the rivers and creeks, where the channels might reason-
ably be expected to be smaller than lower down their 
courses towards the sea; to avoid, as far as possible, 
country liable to be flooded; to keep clear of the dense 
scrubs which might be found towards the coast; and to 
endeavour generally to find a good reasonably level 
track for the bullock or horse teams, which would be 
employed for the carriage of the material required for 
the construction of the telegraph line, and the buildings 
for intermediate telegraph stations. 
A road was also necessary for the future main-
tenance of the line, and offices, when construction was 
completed. 
The work of the expedition might be said to com-
mence at our camp near Blacksoil, At each camp from 
that point onward a tree was marked with the broad 
arrow, over the letter B, the initial of my name, under 
which was the number of the camp in Roman numerals. 
These marks were clearly cut, and counted from 
No. 1 at Warner's Creek, our first camp after leaving 
the Palmerville road, to No. 50, at our last camp, about 
nine miles north of Somerset, All the distances were 
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estimated by the time taken to travel from point to 
point. 
After leaving the Palmerville road, we travelled 
north 55 degrees west, over reasonably good country, 
crossing the Kennedy River, so named after the first 
explorer of the Cape York Peninsula, about eight miles 
from our last camp. It was easily crossed. Thence we 
continued the same course for 15 miles to Warner's 
Creek, so named after the surveyor of William Hann's 
expedition, but now renamed Therrimburi Creek, where 
we had some difficulty in finding water for our horses 
and camp. 
Next day, the same course was followed 10 miles, 
and we camped on the south bank of the Hann River, a 
running stream. We had an alarm of blacks here. Cook 
maintaining that he had seen a blackfellow near the 
camp. There were some tracks about, but we were not 
molested. 
As we had a long journey before us, over trackless 
country where nothing was known about feed, or water, 
by any member of the expedition, I had decided, for the 
benefit of our horses, to make short daily stages, so as 
to keep the animals in as good condition as possible, in 
the event of a special effort being necessary at any 
time. 
Horses Poisoned 
At the third camp, one of the horses died from 
having eaten something poisonous. This was an un-
pleasant occurrence, for where one had died there was 
always the possibility of other deaths from the same 
cause. As it happened, three others became very sick, 
in all probability from the same poison. Between camps 
five and six a horse which was very sick had to be left 
behind, and two others, although they recovered to a 
certain extent, were never of any use, and had even-
tually to be abandoned. 
Many years afterwards, while I was still in the 
service of the Post and Telegraph Department, an 
officer of a northern station reported that some of his 
horses had been poisoned by eating young shoots of a 
tree known in the far north as Ironwood, because of its 
hardness. 
This tree, which is a forest timber, is common 
enough in the Cape York Peninsula, about and north 
of the Palmer country, and it is quite probable the 
horses may have been poisoned by it. 
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On the fifth day, I kept more to the northward 
with a somewhat high range to the westward. The 
country traversed was fairly level, the watercourses 
easily crossed, and feed and water reasonably plentiful. 
On the sixth day, we crossed Saltwater Creek, 76 
miles from the Palmerville road. The Telegraph Station 
known as Musgrave, so named after a Governor of 
Queensland, was erected on the northern bank of the 
creek, after the telegraph line was completed. 
There is a hot spring near this place, and near 
camp eight, about 26 miles further north, there is 
another. The country still remained fairly level, and 
otherwise good. 
Astride the Coen Track 
On the ninth day we came on the marked tree 
track from Cooktown to the Coen diggings, 107 miles 
from the Palmerville road. This track was much 
travelled by packhorses, carrying all sorts of stores to 
the Coen rush, some years before, and was weh defined. 
We followed this track for two days over ridgy country, 
crossing several branches of the Stewart River, until 
we arrived at Lalla Rookh cattle station, then owned 
by Messrs, Massy Bros, ^ 2) Our camp at this station was 
No, 11, 137 miles from the Palmerville road. 
We remained at this camp for nine days, as it was 
necessary to repair saddlery and give two of our horses 
which were sick from having eaten poison at camp 
three, a spell. This was also the last place where meat 
could be procured, before we got into quite unknown 
country. Sufficient beef had to be obtained, and cured, 
so that it could be carried in packbags on the long 
journey before us. 
I wrote a report to the Superintendent of Tele-
graphs on the portion of the journey already com-
pleted, and left it with the station owners, to be for-
warded to Cooktown when opportunity offered. 
A stockman at the station gave Wilson a smah dog 
which accompanied us right through to Somerset, and 
we were ready to resume our journey. We left Lalla 
Rookh, Sunday, 8 July, and that evening turned out at 
the Coen diggings, about 12 miles distant. This was 
Camp 12, 149 miles from the Palmerville road. 
Chinese Fossickers 
Four Chinamen were fossicking for gold along the 
bed of the river, otherwise the place was deserted. Next 
(2) Lalla Rookh Avas taken up by the Massy Bros, in 1882, 
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morning we travelled somewhat to the west of north, 
and crossing over a low watershed, found ourselves on 
Croll Creek, so named by Mr. Jack, the geologist. It 
was flowing to the north-west. Following the left bank 
of this creek, in three days we came to a wide sandy 
river, which I identifled from my copy of Mr. Jack's 
map as the Peach River, so named by him after one of 
his confreres. This was Camp 15, 40 miles from Coen. 
Crossing this river, which was flowing to the west-
ward, in five miles we crossed a gap in a low sandstone 
range, and took a course, bearing somewhat to the 
west of north, over undulating and ridgy country, inter-
sected with occasional meridional anthill flats. 
At Camp 16, 54 miles from the Coen diggings, the 
blacks fired the grass, as we were about to camp, but 
did not otherwise molest us. From here we travelled 
over fairly well grassed country with good water for 
several days. It was some of the best country we had 
seen thus far. 
We were now in country which was quite new, and 
to the best of my knowledge had never been travelled 
over by white men. 
North of the Peach River 
Mr. Jack had kept more to the eastward, and the 
Jardine brothers' route was more towards the Gulf of 
Carpentaria, while I endeavoured to keep near the 
watershed of the Peninsula. 
The Telegraph Station named Mein was after-
wards built in the vicinity of my Camp 17. The country 
was fairly good and reasonably level. It was not all 
good, as there were occasional barren patches with 
meridional anthills. Some seven days after crossing the 
Peach River we came on a large stream of water flowing 
slowly to the north-west. 
At the time I thought this stream was the Coen 
River, but was mistaken, as it afterwards proved to be 
the Batavia River. (3) 
Footprints of blacks were visible in the sandy bed 
of the river, and were so recently made that the sand 
and mud disturbed had not fully settled. We saw none, 
however. The banks of the river were steep and high. 
This was Camp 21, 105 miles from the Coen diggings, 
(3) Renamed Wenlock River in 1939, See v, 
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We crossed this river without difficulty, but soon 
after a big horse, ridden by Wilson, went right down in 
a bog, not much larger than himself, and so deep that 
only his head was visible. We were detained two hours, 
and we had to dig him out, a most arduous job with 
only one shovel to work with. Eventually we got a rope 
under his body and hauled him out. It was late when 
we got the job finished, and we got away from the river. 
We travelled over undulating country, some of it 
so much undermined by ants as to be absolutely 
dangerous. Two mares, which had eaten some poison 
at Camp 3, had to be left behind, as they knocked up. 
They had done no work, and I could not afford to waste 
time sending men back for them, only to have them 
knock up again, perhaps the next day. 
On The Peninsula Watershed 
About 10 miles north of the Batavia River we 
crossed a low divide; although only a ridge where we 
crossed, it nevertheless was the watershed of the Penin-
sula. I did not know this at the time. That evening, 
when it was almost dark, we camped on a creek flowing 
to the eastward. This was Camp 22, 121 miles from the 
Coen diggings. 
The following day we again passed over country 
very badly undermined by ants. My horse more than 
once went down to the shoulder, his nose touching the 
ground. Such heavy travelling soon began to tell on the 
horses. A horse ridden by Cook knocked up, and had to 
be abandoned, but as soon as we found a suitable camp, 
I sent two of the men to bring him along to camp. An 
anthill close to this camp was quite 20 feet high. 
We were on the watershed of the Peninsula, The 
country was of a very poor description and intersected 
by numerous boggy swamps. We here saw for the first 
time the Pitcher plant; a vegetable insect trap, it 
became a familiar object on the remainder of the 
journey. 
Meridional Anthills 
Meridional anthills, which are very noticeable 
northward from the Palmer River, were oftener met 
with. Boggy swamps were frequent, and were nearly 
always difficult to cross, especially as the horses were 
becoming weaker because of the poor feed. Huge ant-
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hills, often fully 20 feet high, and a red colour, were 
now common. (^^ 
In this country we had to abandon another horse 
which had been somewhat badly injured by a kick from 
one of his mates and was knocked up. We now com-
menced to feed some of the horses which showed low 
condition on flour mixed with water in a prospecting 
dish, in addition to what feed they could pick up, but I 
had to be careful of flour as our progress was now slow, 
and it was difficult to foresee how we might be ham-
pered on the journey before us. 
Into the Desolate Country 
For a week we must have been on the watershed of 
the Peninsula. It was the poorest country for game I 
had ever seen; there were no kangaroo or other mar-
supials, nor were there many birds, cockatoos being the 
commonest. Mr. Healy, who was a good shot, always 
carried the fowling piece, but there was no use for it. 
As we proceeded northward the country became 
poorer, but water was plentiful—at times too plenti-
ful—as we often came upon narrow running streams or 
gutters, with steep, often almost vertical banks, per-
haps two feet in ciepth. These were difficult to cross, 
and our weak and tired packhorses, josthng each other, 
occasionally fell into them, causing great delay in 
digging them out. 
If conditions were favourable we sometimes built 
a bridge of saphngs covered with turf, but doing this 
also caused considerable delay. One evening about 7 
o'clock, one of the horses fell in a narrow gutter. 
Fortunately we heard the splash, and had to set to 
work to dig him out. The country was sometimes 
covered with a low scrubby growth, difficult to get 
through, and in which there was a danger of losing 
some of the horses. 
At the Dulhunty River 
At 183 miles from Coen diggings we crossed a 
swiftly running, fair-sized stream of clear water, flow-
(4) The nests of the magnetic termite (Amitermes meridionalis). These 
tombstone-like s tructures attain an average height of about 12 feet, a 
length of about 10 feet and a width of about 3 | feet across the middle 
at ground level. The narrow ends of the nest point approximately north 
and south, and the Avestern side may be somewhat convex, the eastern 
vertical or concave. Pilots of aircraft used the nests as direction indica-
tors during World War I I . The reason for this orientation is obscure, 
hut the general scientific view is that the insects need to ensure that 
there is always some par t of the nest that has an eciuable tempera-
ture.—Ed. 
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ing westward, which I named McDonnell Creek, after 
the Under Secretary of the Post Office, I now believe 
the stream is one of the heads of the Dulhunty River, 
so named by the Jardine brothers. This river discharges 
into the Gulf of Carpentaria. 
As the horses were now, because of the scarcity 
and poor quality of the feed, becoming very poor, I had 
to give them a spell for five days at Camp 32, where 
there was a patch of the best grass we had seen for 
days. 
At this camp one night, I went away for a short 
distance, and as I was returning towards our fire, I trod 
on a fallen branch which cracked with some noise. 
Immediately after I heard Cook sing out, "Don't fire, 
Jimmy, it's the boss!" The Chinaman had his rifle to 
his shoulder and was about to fire when Cook seized the 
gun. 
Proceeding northward, the country still continued 
barren, with many running streams. In places we found 
a small tree on which there was a pink, wax-like fruit, 
somewhat smaller than a cherry, but as well as I recol-
lect, it contained no stone. It was somewhat acid in 
flavour. Wasps were numerous, and could always cause 
a stampede among the horses. On occasions some of us 
had a rather unpleasant experience with these insects 
when we inadvertently disturbed them. Other horses 
had to be abandoned as they knocked up. The country 
was so barren and inhospitable that there was no 
alternative. 
The big horse which got into the boghole at the 
Batavia River fell into a rocky gully one day, and we 
had a desperate job to get him out; he was never any 
good afterwards as he apparently was injured in some 
way during his struggles. 
We eventually came on a good stream of water 
flowing to the north-west which I assumed to be the 
McHenry River, so named by the Jardine brothers when 
they discovered it in 1865. This was Camp 33, 203 
miles from the Coen River diggings. 
We followed this stream for four days over very 
poor country, sometimes having to cut a track through 
scrub, occasionally very dense; more of the horses 
knocked up. 
Crossing the Jardine 
We then came on another fairly large stream flow-
ing from east-south-east and joining the McHenry 
River which we had been following for the last four 
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days. This was the Jardine River, so named after the 
Jardine brothers who discovered it in 1865. 
Below the junction, the Jardine River was a wide 
formidable looking stream, flowing rapidly. 
Camp 37 was 225 miles from the Coen diggings. 
We had some difficulty crossing the Jardine, chiefly 
because of the weakness of the horses. One fell back 
in the water and had to be unpacked in the river. 
The country continued poor and barren. Other 
horses had to be left behind, for our provisions were 
becoming exhausted. 
We had to dispense with everything which I 
thought could be spared. We fired away a lot of 
ammunition, buried horseshoes, tools, nails, etc. The 
only axe had been lost or left behind somewhere. 
At some of the camps on the Jardine River some 
very good fish were caught by some of the party, and 
were a welcome change of diet. 
Horses in Weak Condition 
We followed the Jardine River to the north-west 
for a few days over poor desert country, with scrubs. 
Numerous bogs, some difficult to cross, were encoun-
tered, and we had to abandon more horses which 
knocked up, and packsaddles which could not be carried 
further. Myself, Healy, Cook and Johnnie, after leaving 
Camp 42, were on foot, for the horses were now so 
weak through want of good feed that it was becoming 
doubtful if any of them would finish the journey. 
Between Camps 41 and 44 we were on the water-
shed of the Peninsula. The country continued to be 
very poor until we came on a creek which was flowing 
slowly to west-north-west. There was a deep, fairly 
wide stream of water in it, but no crossing could be 
found where it would be safe to risk our weak and tired 
horses. We kept following down towards the north-
west, with the Jardine River, now a large wide stream 
flowing rapidly, not far to the southward. 
At the Sea Coast 
Eventually we came to the sea coast, on the 
western side of the peninsula, and could see the islands 
between the mainland and Thursday Island. Prince of 
Wales, Horn, and Possession Islands were the principal 
ones, but there were several smaller ones. 
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I had come on the coast some seven miles to the 
south of where the first cable station, known as Pater-
son, was afterwards situated. 
Camp 46 was 280 miles from the Coen diggings. 
As the end of our journey was now almost in sight, 
I decided to travel as lightly as possible for the remain-
ing few days. Accordingly we buried in a dry sandhih, 
on the southern headland of the creek which we had 
been fohowing, everything I thought could be dispensed 
with, and took compass bearings so as to identify the 
cache. 
I also left four horses too weak to travel any 
further, on fairly good feed, at this camp. There was a 
rocky bar somewhat like a rough causeway across the 
mouth of the creek, which I afterwards found was 
name(i Cowal Creek, and we crossed the remainder of 
our horses at this place. 
Proceeding a few miles northward we camped for 
the night on fairly good feed—the best we had seen for 
many days. The country had now changed consider-
ably, the soil was fairly good, and there were occasional 
belts of scrub through which we had to push our way. 
Our horses were now reduced to 13 and several of 
us were on foot. ^^^ 
Mobs of Wild Cattle 
Occasionally we saw small mobs of cattle, but they 
were very wild, disappearing into the scrub when they 
saw us. We made our way northward parallel to the 
coast until we came to a creek flowing into the sea 
opposite Possession Island. A short distance to the 
southward of this locahty. Camp 49, was where the 
first submarine cable station, connecting with Thursday 
Island, and known as Paterson, was established. 
In the strait between Possession Island and the 
mainland we saw a small island on which houses were 
visible. I afterwards knew this as "Roko," a pearling 
station. 
Next morning on resuming our journey, I examined 
Peak Point, the western extremity of the Peninsula, to 
ascertain if it was suitable for a submarine cable land-
ing, and then followed the north coast on to Cape 
York where we arrived, travelling slowly, in the after-
noon. As our provisions were nearly finished, it was 
necessary to push on to Somerset as quickly as possible. 
(5) Of 36 horses with Avhich the expedition began the journey only 13 
reached Somerset. 
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Accordingly we turned to the southward, but find-
ing a good deal of scrub, we camped for the night at a 
small waterhole we found about four miles from the 
Cape, Water was scarce as well as food, but as we 
hoped to get to Somerset next day, we made the best 
of the shortage. Camp 50 was 311 miles from the Coen. 
Arrival at Somerset 
Next morning soon after we left camp we struck 
a bridle track, and following it for some hours, some-
times through scrub, we came out at the stockyard at 
Somerset. Here Mr. Frank Jardine, who had apparently 
received some information of our coming, gave us a 
hearty welcome. He afterwards told me the blacks had 
informed him we were in the vicinity. 
I had a piece of luck here, as there were two 
steamers at anchor in the Albany Pass off Somerset— 
the Gympie, on her way out from England, and the 
Truganini, both bound southward. 
I was able to arrange to have my men sent back 
to Cooktown by one of the steamers, while I and Healy, 
after three days at Somerset, got across to Thursday 
Island with Captain Browne, who had the pearling 
station at **Roko," near Possession Island, and had 
come in his cutter to Somerset after my arrival there. 
At Thursday Island I interviewed the Harbour 
Master in regard to the most suitable course to be 
selected for the submarine cable to connect with the 
mainland, and a couple of days after Mr. Healy and I 
returned to Brisbane. 
The telegraph hne was afterwards constructed 
from Fairview to Mein, almost along the route that I 
travelled in 1883. From thence it was considerably 
more to the westward than I had travelled. 
Moreton Telegraph Station on the Batavia River, 
53|^  miles from Mein, is about eight miles west of my 
Camp 22, the first of my camps north of that river. 
Another telegraph station, McDonnell, is about eight 
miles west of my Camp 33, the first one on the McHenry 
River. The telegraph line crosses the Jardine River 
about nine miles in a straight line below where I 
crossed. A boat is used at the crossing. 
Iron telegraph poles were used in the constructi()n 
of the line, having great advantages over timber in 
such an ant-infested country. 
The northern portion of the Peninsula beyond the 
Batavia River on my track was very poorly grassed 
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country, but I have never seen such a number of run-
ning creeks, some of them of large size, in any other 
part of Queensland. 
The Jardine River is a wide, quick-flowing stream 
of clear water. No doubt the great tropical rainfall, 
much of which is soaked up in the sandy soil, accounts 
for the many running streams we had to cross in the 
journey. Possibly a day may come when all this water, 
which now flows to waste, may be made use of. 
My thanks are due to the Deputy Postmaster-
General, Mr. Templeton, and his chief clerk, Mr. 
Maconachie, for permitting me to look over the official 
journal made by me while in charge of the expedition, 
also to Dr. Logan Jack, of Sydney, for valuable infor-
mation which he furnished. 
